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V o l u m e  I. OCTOBER, 1904. N u m b e r  3.
A WINTER DAY.
The birds have fled,
The leaves have shed,
The bleak earth lies 
'Neath leaden skies,
That like a pall above her spread !
The winds are stilled,
The air is chilled,
So is the breath 
That hovers 'neath
The marble shed where sleep the dead !
Now comes the snow!
Great white flakes and slow,
Over woods and rills,
Over fields and hills,
Decends from skies of reflectiag gloom;
Like ghostly things,
On noiseless wings,
And soundless beat 
Of Phantom feet
That comes from realms of darkest doom !
White messenger! 
What saith to her,
Sad earth that lies 
'Neath leaden skies 
As one, who helpless sorroweth?
Ah happiness bring we,
And purity
They know who knows,
Nor—joy nor woes—
The happiness and purity of death!
— Della Stewart.
JOHN BAKER’S MATRIMONIAL DIFFICULTIES.
John Baker became attached to Fanny Snider when she 
was quite young. They were attending a little backwoods 
school in Northwestern Alabama, when they began to love 
each other, and their mutual regard soon became noticeable 
by their always being together at recess.
Fanny could always find something in her Arithmetic that
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she could not solve, and it soon became a very common ex­
pression among the boys and girls to hear her say : “John, 
come over here and show me how to work this problem.”
John, after looking askance at the teacher would reply : 
“ All right, Miss Fanny.”
The problem always seemed to be a hard one for John, as 
it took him all of his play time to solve it.
Things moved along in this way very nicely, until the teach­
er stopped it. Then poor John had to resort to subterfuge, 
and accordingly he began to communicate his thoughts by 
note-writing. The teacher happened to be looking at 
him one day just as he sent a note flying across the room to 
Fanny, who tried in vain to conceal i t ; but the teacher was 
too sharp for her. He, after looking around for the sender 
of the note, commanded, “ Bring that note to me, Fanny.”
“ What note are you talkin’ ’bout, Professor, I ’aint got no 
note.”
“That note you have in your hand,” replied the Professor.
“ ’Tain’t no note ; it’s a letter from ma. John brought it 
to me.”
“ Yes,” John declared, “ Mrs. Snider told me ter bring that 
thar letter to Fanny.”
The teacher, thinking that they were not telling him the 
truth, said : “ Fanny, you will have to let me read that note 
for you.”
Fanny, very reluctantly, and with trembling limbs, carried 
it to the teacher, who read as follows :
“ My dearest and sweetest Fanny, I have come to the con­clusion that I can’t live any longer without you. Pap ses he don’t keer if  I do commit marriage. What you recon yourn will say about it ? Pap ses we can live up thar in that litle house on the hill. I am comin’ over to yer house Sat­erday, and I will ask yer daddie, if  you will just say ther word.” “ Yourn till death,
J ohn  B a k e r .”
The teacher being a very high tempered fellow, gave them 
both a thorough scolding, which so aroused their indigna­
tion that they quit school.
On the following Saturday morning, bright and early, 
John went over to Mr. Snider’s to ask him for Fanny. He 
was a little afraid as to the result of his visit, however; be­
cause Fanny was only fifteen years old, and he kept thinking
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ing to himself about how he would manage to ask the old 
gentleman for the object of his affections. The nearer he 
got to the house, the more he felt like going back home; but 
he finally mustered up courage, walked to the door, and 
gave it a light tap, to which Mr. Snider soon responded. 
“ Good morning, John, come in .”
John, trying to swallow something that seemed to be in 
his throat, said with much difficulty: “I haint got much 
time; I jest come over to talk to you a leetle.”
Mr. Snider went with him to one corner of the house, 
where John began to try to tell him what he wanted.
“ Mr. Sni-Sni-Sni-der me an’ Fa-Fa-Fa-nny have de-de ci- 
cided to-to-to-mar—that thar is lots of rabbits down yan­
der in that sage patch. Don’t yer want ter go down thar 
and kill some of ’em in ther mornin’.”
As old man Snider was fond of hunting, this just suited 
him, so they made all their arrangements for the hunt, and 
John started back home, thinking what a good chance he 
would have to ask for Fanny on the next morning.
It was a fine day for hunting, and John and old man Sni­
der shouldered their guns, called up their dogs and started 
for the old sage field. John trying incessantly to get the old 
gentleman interested in a subject on marriage; but he soon 
found that this was impossible.
They hunted all day, and started for home; and John had 
not mentioned the subject that had been uppermost in his 
thoughts all day long. He was on the verge of leaving, when 
he summoned up all his courage, and said to the old man : 
“ Come here, I want to talk to yer a leetle. Mr. Snider 
me and Fanny have decided to marry, if  yer ain’t no injec­
tions.”
No sooner had he spoken these words than Mr. Snider 
cried: “ No sirree! if that’s yer business over here, you are 
through. Leave at once.”
Poor John was thunder struck. He wended his way slow­
ly homeward, thinking what to do next. He had been baf­
fled on every hand, and he was now resolved to adopt more 
strenuous measures in his race for his heart’s desire, so ac­
cordingly that night he wrote Fanny a note, asking her to 
elope with him.
66 P urple  and W h it e .
Fanny answered that she would be ready Sunday night, 
and that he would find her in a room with a light burning 
near the window.
They did not have but one light at the Snider residence, 
and as old Mrs. Snider got sick during the night, this, of 
course, called for the light.
Poor Fanny was helpless, wife she knew John would soon 
be there, and how to notify him of the unexpected frustra­
tion of their plans without being detected was the dilemma 
with which she was confronted.
Sure enough John came, and as the light was in Mr. and 
Mrs. Snider’s room, he proceeded to it. He made a little 
racket and called: “ Hurry u p ; lets g o ; don’t make any 
noise.”
Mr. Snider, hearing this, went to the window to see what 
was the matter. John being in such a hurry took him by 
the arms as soon as he put his head out the window, and 
pulled him out, but he soon realized his mistake, and after 
having his ear near'y bitten off by his captive, he let him fall 
to the ground, and fled in the darkness.
Fanny witnessed the affair from her room window, but 
she was powerless to help, for fear that she would betray 
their p lo t; so she waited patiently until future events should 
render their escapade more favorable.
Mr. and Mrs. Snider were to be away on the following Sat­
urday, and Fanny quickly notified John to come on that 
day.
Fanny was ready for him when he arrived, and they start­
ed for the probate judge’s office, but had not been gone more 
than ten minutes, when Mr. Snider returned for his pocket- 
book, which he had forgotten. He called for Fanny but did 
not receive an answer. After looking around for a while, he 
spied John’s buggy track, quickly saddled his horse and 
started in persuit of his daughter. He had not gone far 
when he came in sight of them ; but John was on the watch 
and saw him coming. Then came a race for the court house 
ten miles away. Over hills and hollows they went as fast as 
their tired horses could carry them. John, seeing that his 
persuer was gaining on him, decided that something had to 
be done. He had a long rope in his buggy, so whipping his
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horse, he soon rounded a sharp curve, jumped out and tied 
the rope across the road so that it would trip Mr. Snider’s 
horse. Then ju mping back into his buggy, he whipped up 
his horse and looked back to see if his trick would be suc­
cessful.
Old man Snider turned the curve at a break-neck speed, 
and, as his horse’s feet came in contact with the stretched 
rope, he shot into the air, performed several acrobatic gyra­
tions, and lighted on his cranium, as a result of which he 
did not rise until an hour later.
His trick had worked; under almost overwhelming diffi­
culties he had won his bride; John Baker felt as jubilant as 
Kuroki after Liao Yang. The ceremony had been per­
formed and the young judge was in the act of kissing the 
pretty bride, when old man Snider, bloody and covered with 
dirt, rushed into the room.
He took in the situation in a moment; then looked at John 
as he said : “ Waal, you kin hav ’er. I guess you’ve got me 
beat.” L . E . B r o w n .
VOICES OF NATURE.
When the brilliant sun shows his dazzling face 
From the sleeping earth the shadows to chase,
’Tis then we are called to the duties of life,
Attended perhaps by ambition and strife.
When the evening breeze through our window comes,
It dispels our cares as it sweetly hums 
Of the dear sweet past that we love to recall,
Of home with its love that is dearer than all.
When the beautiful moon comes out at night 
And over the earth sheds its soft, pale light,
It tells us of beauty, of truth, and of love,
Reminding us all of the Father above.
— L a w l e y  V incent.
DISCORD AND CONCORD AT KING’S INN.
Why they had quarreled neither of them could have told 
half an hour later; but suffice it to say that when they parted 
there was an exchange of rings, an engagement of five month’s 
standing was canceled, and they separated with the common 
resolution never to speak again.
It was their first quarrel—that inevitable rupture incident
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dent to almost every engagement, the results of which are 
an intensified love and a fuller appreciation of the indis­
pensability of the one to the other.
An hour after their separation, John Hayes sat In his 
room with an expression of agony on his face as gloomy as 
the thirty-fourth canto of the “ Inferno,” reminding one of 
the expression that covered the face of the genial old peda­
gogue when he sat down on pincushion that some wayward 
urchin had slipped into his chair. He was the very para­
gon of penitence, and, pacing up and down his room like a 
madman, at every advance of ten steps, he would give his 
head a systematic thump, as if trying to knock into his cra­
nium some plausible reason for his foolhardiness. To state 
his condition in a word, he was incarnate human misery in 
its worst form.
They met the following morning at the spring, she in buoy­
ant spirits, and, ostensibly, as happy as the morning sun 
that kissed her golden hair and dimpled cheeks—a perfect 
example of subtle affectation ; he in visible dejection, cross 
and pessimistic, cursing everything and everybody that 
opposed him—an exact reflection of the inner man of John 
Hayes, truthful and candid, a despiser of all forms of decep­
tion.
Stooping over the spring, he was in the act of lifting the 
cup of sulphur water to his lips, when hearing a soft step 
behind him, he turned and looked into the tantalizing eyes 
of Juliet Singleton. For a moment he wavered; then, hand­
ing her the cup of water, he turned on his heel and walked 
toward the nearest hammock.
Juliet nodded a perfunctory thanks, and returned to the 
piano in the parlor, leaving Hayes to his soliloquy in the 
hammock.
“ I ’m a fool,” and he felt it in all the sincerity of an hon­
est heart; “ there are plenty of other women in the world 
just as good as she, and why I allow this little  strip  o f  an Ala­
bama girl to make me her slave, I can’t see. It’s”_____
He did not finish his sentence. Through the parlor win­
dow there floated the soft, mellifluent notes of a Steinway 
piano ; and, peering in at the half-open blinds through his 
field glasses, Hayes beheld Juliet—the real Juliet, stripped
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of her affection, her chin resting upon her breast, and a deep, 
ineffable longing in her eyes, revealing all the secret emotions 
that dominated a passionate heart;while her bosom swelled in 
unison with every vibration of the throbbing piano, as her 
hands moved restly over the pearly keys.
Hayes was himself somewhat of a musician, a fact which 
Juliet knew and appreciated; but she was altogether uncon­
scious of the fact that the big Yale man in the hammock was 
reading her every thought as her soul revealed itself in plain­
tive, wistful melody. She tried in vain to conceal her real 
self behind the merry tunes of rag time two-steps, and the 
lighter marches. March after march, cakewalk after cake­
walk, two-step after two-step followed one another in rapid 
succession, only to terminate in “ Forgotten,” his favorite.
As the liquid, undulating notes of the grand old classic 
pierced the cool morning air, they touched a responsive chord 
in the Yale man’s breast. But Hayes was one of those per­
sons who, though they knew they are in the wrong, will 
suffer untold misery of conscience rather than confess their 
error. Hence, a jubilant smile flitted over Hayes’ face as 
he read Juliet’s confession through the tell-tale strains of 
“ Forgotten.”
Suddenly the music ceased, and raising his glasses to his 
eyes again, Hayes saw Juliet take from her finger the small 
ring that he had so recently worn, press it to her lips, and drop 
it into her purse, which lay beside her on the piano; while 
every sinew of her slender frame shook with an intensity of 
emotion as her pent-up passions were poured out in lachry­
mose grief.
This was too much for the honest heart of John Hayes. 
The man who a moment before had been proud and defiant 
was now penitent and self-accusative. To see her undergo 
further torment when he was able to comfort her would, he 
thought, be pure rascality. So dropping his glasses in the 
hammock, he almost ran toward the parlor.
Seeing Hayes enter the room, Juliet rose to meet him, as 
she sobbed almost unconsciously : “Jack, forgive me.”
Without replying, Hayes knelt beside her, took her hand 
in his, and placed his own ring on her dimpled little finger,
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whispering amid the sunshine of her smiles : “Jule, dear, 
let us forget; I love you entirely.”
Half an hour later, a jolly little mocker on the outside 
turned his throat to sympathetic happiness, and, instead of 
the melancholy notes of “ Forgotten,” that grand old march 
of Mendelssohn’s, which has echoed through the aisles and 
halls of innumerable churches and mansions, rang through 
the corridor’s of King’s Inn, and John Haynes and Juliet 




When I was a Sophomore,
I felt I knew so much;
“ Why need I study more,
I now have Learning’s crutch;
But I guess I need a ‘dip’
To carry as I go;
Then I can afford to skip,
And wave it to and fro !”
II
When a  Junior I became,
My crutch seemed all too weak,
My knowledge not the same;
(I think before I speak)
Takes work a degree to get,
Yes, more than I ’eer thought,
But I ’ll try to get it yet.
Because, you see, I ought.
III
Well, a Senior I am now,
My learning was all prate;
“ I know nothing anyhow,
But I ’ll dig away ’ till late,
I can see the greatest vast 
Which ne’er I saw before,
Why my foolish, foolish past 
There’s more and more and more!’’
PLAGIARISM.
Plagiarism is stealing and lying combined. Really, the 
chief motive of the plagiarist is to deceive. He wants a 
reputation and steals the writings of others that he may 
gain the praise of men. He is selfish. He does not labor 
for the good of others but reeks to elevate himself by standing
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ing upon another man’s foundation. He copies a produc­
tion and says to the public:— ‘This is my work; I am its author.” What is this but lying?  
I have witnessed some very flagrant acts of this kind 
Even some teachers have been guilty of this moral cow­
ardice and intellectual stupidity. I once attended a Teach­
er's Institute where a young man was on the program to dis­
cuss some educational topic. He first apologized to the 
audience for using his manuscript, and after reading one 
short paragraph, he read a long article which had been 
copied verbatim from the Normal Instructor. This he pass­ 
ed off as his address. As I had carefully read the article I 
at once recognized it, but the audience as a whole seemed to 
give the young man credit for it But there were also a 
few others who knew that he did not write what he had read 
any more than he had written Paradise Lost.  A boy was on 
the program to declaim and he had committed to memory the 
very same piece which had been read by this plagiarist. 
The boy kindly sent word to the chairman of the meeting 
asking to be excused from his exercise as it had already been rendered. 
I suppose, though, that the young man thought he had 
won a great victory and had made a great bound toward 
the height of fame. A deceived audience was bestowing 
upon him the praise which belonged to another man and 
those who understood his fraud remained silent
Now, does this young man expect always to deceive the 
public thus! Does he hope to attain renown the field 
of letrsbyhft? Ieas uchxpetions, Iam   glad to know that he will be disappointed. He may re­
ceive praise for a short time, but people will sooner or later 
discover his fraud and his stolen reputation will be like 
the house built upon the sand, and when the batteries of 
God’s eternal truth are discharged against it, it will fall and great will he the fall thereof.
That great American, Abraham Lincoln, was correct 
when he said: “ We may fool all of the people some of 
the time, and some of the people all the time, but we cannot 
fool all the people all the time.” But suppose it were 
possible to deceive all the people all the time. Is a false
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reputation and a wounded or a dead conscience as desir­
able as a clear conscience and a pure and noble character 
No, my reader, character is the greatest thing in the world, 
and a clear conscience is worth more than all the gold of 
the earth. The counterfeit is never equal to the genuine. 
The plagiarist, while he steals from others, is the greatest 
enemy to himself. He robs himself of both moral and in­
tellectual power, and so long as he tries to stand upon 
another man’s foundation, he will nut have any founda­
tion of his own to stand upon. He will be like the mis­
tletoe, deriving all his support from others. The student 
who wins the prize in school for his speech or essay by 
passing off some one else’s writing as his own is not the 
student who will attain honor in the literary world in 
after life.
Now, what may a writer de without trespassing upon 
the literary workmanship of another? No one has the 
right to put a wall around the garden of knowledge and 
truth and say: This is mine; ye shall not enter Every 
individual has the right to pursue the accumulated w is­
dom of the ages and the truth not yet mastered. 
There is no monopoly upon truth and just as the car­
penter may go anywhere in the world to get the material 
for his edifice, so can the writer consult any source he 
pleases for facts and even for the ideas of others. But a 
mixed mass of lumber does not constitute a house. Out 
of this material, the house is to be constructed. Now, 
the facts and ideas gleaned by the writer are to the lit­
erary masterpiece what the mass of lumber, or brick, is 
to the beautiful edifice. With these facts and ideas, the 
writer is to construct his literary edifice. Understand 
that the writer is to use his material in a structure of his 
own To do this requires thought. If he takes the pro­
duct of another pen, and says: This is my production, 
he does an injustice to his readers and deserves the con­
demnation of all who love honesty and truth.
Let the plagiarist remember this injunction: “ Be sure your sin will find you out.”  In literature, as in everything else, honesty is not only right, but it is the best policy. The plagiarist is a moral coward and an intellectual dwarf.
A . F. Lo k e y .
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WHERE THERE’S A WAY.
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I.
It was a cold stormy morning in February with great gusts 
of wind and rain pouring down over the bare trees, which 
could be seen from the library window bending almost to the ground.
Inside the library, though it was a little warmer, it was 
not less stormy. A tall, elderly man was walking up and 
down now and then stopping to give emphasis to the words he was saying:
“No, never,” thundered from across the room; “no, Con­
stance, a niece of mine shall never go to New York to earn a 
living. In my day girls knew their places and kept them 
and as far as I am concerned they will continue to do so.” His niece did not reply.
“ And so,” continued Hr. Livingston, “you would like to 
be the man of the family, would you?  You are your father’s 
own daughter and you have his will, too.”
“Yes,” I am my father’s own daughter,” said Constance 
lifting her head, and father believed in independence I 
was talking to Mrs. Kingsley the other day about writing and she thinks I have talent.”
“ Pshaw! a girls talent; what would that amount too? I 
am heartily tired of all this nonsense. And, now understand 
me, I don’t want this mentioned again.”
With which last remark, he marched out of the room 
Constance looked after his retreating form, and knowing 
only too well that proud, uplifted head and imperious walk she did not attempt another word.
The past year had been to Constance, varied by few inci­
dents, the old routine day by day. A long, weary year it 
had seemed to her since her father’s death, and since she had come to live at Livingston Hall.
At first she had rebelled, for she knew that her uncle and 
father had not spoken for years. There had been a quarrel 
when they were younger, but her father, leaving her home less, her uncle had sent for her.
How long Constance remained after her uncle left, she 
never realized until she heard her aunt Margaret in the hall
74 PURPLE and W h it e .
and wishing to escape her sharp eyes, ran to her own room.
In the afternoon, when the storm had somewhat abated, 
Constance put on her hat and walked down the street.
It was Saturday and a holiday, and Constance knew Mrs. 
Kingsley would not have her classes in French. Wholly ab­
sorbed in deep thoughts, she soon came to a small house, 
which she entered; and in answer to her ring, a sweet faced 
woman opened the door, and as she ushered her guest into the 
studio, said, “ I have been longing to see you, dear; but I 
did not look for you this afternoon.”
“ I have come to see you, Mrs. Kingsley,” said Constance, 
“ to ask your advice about something that is troubling me 
very much.
Constance sat down by her friend and Mrs. Kingley, tak­
ing her hand, said, “Tell me all about it, Constance.” And 
Constance told her about all her plans and her uncle’s objec­
tion.
Mrs. Kingsley was silent for a few minutes; but when she 
spoke, Constance knew from her eyes and voice that she fully 
understood and sympathized with her.
“Of course,” she said, “ it is a matter which you must de­
termine for yourself.”
“ I do so long not to be dependent upon uncle Richard, 
Constance said; “and I should want to use my talents for the 
highest ends, to elevate my readers, to place a high ideal be­
fore them. I should not want merely to amuse them.”
A few days later she fully decided to go and told her uncle 
so. During the remaining days, he hardly spoke to her, and 
there was a marked coldness in his manner which, greatly 
distressed her.
A year later when Constance had been in New York some­
time, her first book, “The Distant H ills,” appeared and was 
widely read and discussed.
One evening, Mr. Livingston was reading when a small 
package was handed to him. Wondering what it was, he cut 
the string, when to his surprise, he saw a book.
“ I do believe,” he said to himself, “ that this is Con­
stance’s book.” He looked |at the title, “ Where There’s 
A W ay,” and commenced to glance over it. He soon became
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interested, and page after page was slowly turned before he 
realized what he was doing.
“This is absurd,” Mr. Livingston said aloud, “my getting 
so interested in this book; but I will just read the next chap­
ter.”
Then he was surprised to hear the clock strike one. He 
had just laid down the book, when the door opened and his 
sister Margaret entered.
“ Richard,” she asked, “ what is the matter ? It is very 
late; are you going to read all n ight!”
“ Margaret,” replied her brother, “I have been reading the 
most interesting book I have ever read. I feel that I have 
really lived in it .”
H.
It was while Constance was writing her second book in 
New York that word came her uncle was very ill and wanted 
to see herShe did not realize how she cared for him until then. She 
had never written to him, partly because she was so absorb­
ed in her work and partly because she was afraid of his re­
ception of his letter.
A day later, as the sun was setting, Constance reached 
Livingston Hall. Everything was covered with snow. 
Through the bare trees she could see a light in her own 
room.Her aunt Margaret was walking up and down in her room, 
looking very pale and worried. Constance threw her arms 
around her and could hardly ask how her uncle was. From 
that moment aunt and niece were drawn closer together.
Constance could scarcely recognize her uncle, when a little 
later she had gone into his room. He was very restless and 
in his sleep several times murmured, “ Constance.”
All night she remained there. Inwardly going over the 
past.
Through the windows Constance could see the first faint 
light of day. Dr. Barrett, coming into the room, was sur­
prised to see his patient sleeping soundly. Perhaps when 
he wakes he would recognize Constance, and as they were 
afraid of a shock, she left the room. From that time Mr. 
Livingston continued to improve.
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One evening, when he was able to come down stairs, and 
join his sister and niece in the drawing room, they had a 
quiet talk. Constance told her uncle that she would do as 
he so urgently advised—give up writing in New York, and live with him.
WHAT LITERATURE IS TO THE MIND.
Literature is to the development of the mind, what God’s 
blessings are to the soul. The more a person searches after 
literary knowledge, the more mental development he gains 
The more a person searches after good, and strives to do the 
will of God, just that much more of God’s glory will he re­
ceive. Good literature is terrestrially, what the never-dying 
soul is celestially. Good literature is everlasting; it has a 
spirit that will never die so long as the world stands. Good 
literature is our guide to eternal judgement. One’s charac­
ter is largely formed by the literature one reads. Good lit­
erature is the foundation whence is derived all the morality 
of the world. The feebleness of individual efforts, proclaim 
the victory of faith and patience, and against the uncertain­
ties and discouragements of one day’s work, they set forth 
the riches and more complete life that results from persever­
ance in right doing. They set the mind more and more in 
harmony with noble aims and hold before them a crown of honor and power.
There is a certain monotony in daily life, and there are 
those whose aims are high, but who lack the inherent 
strength to stand true to them amid adverse influences, and 
so gradually drop out of the ever thinning ranks of those 
who wrest from Fame her richest trophies. They are conquered 
 by routine, and disheartened by the discipline and 
labor that guard the prizes of life. Even to the resolute, 
persevering ones there are hours of weakness and weariness 
To all such, literature comes with its helping hand. It re­
vives hope in the minds of those almost discouraged, and 
brings the comforts of philosophy to the cast down.
Books are a guide to youth and an inspiration for age. 
They support us in solitude, and keep us from becoming a 
burden to ourselves. They lessen our cares, compose our
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passions, and lay our disappointments asleep. When weary 
of the living, we may, by their aid, repair to the dead, who 
have nothing of peevishness, pride, or design in their conver­
sation. In looks we live continually in the decisive moments 
of history, and in the deepest experience of individual lives.
In our libraries we meet great minds on terms of equality, 
and feel at ease with them. The reserve that makes so many 
fine natures difficult of access is entirely lost; No careless­
ness of mannar, no poverty of speech, or unfortunate per­
sonal peculiarity mars the intercourse of author, and reader. 
It is a relation in which the exchange of thought is undis­
turbed by outward conditions. We lose our narrow selves 
in the broader life that is open to us. We forget the hindrance 
 and limitation of our own work in the full compre­
hension of that stronger life that can not be bound or con­
fined, but grows in all souls and climbs heavenward under every sky.
Literature is the soul of action, that sensible, inarticulate 
voice of the accomplished facts of the past. The men of an­
tiquity are dead; their cities are ruins; their temples are 
dust; their fleets and armies have disappeared; yet all these 
exist in magic preservation in the literature which they have 
bequeathed to us, and their manners and their deeds are as 
familiar to us as the events of yesterday.
Papers and books are really the teachers, guides, and law­
givers of the world today. Their influences are very much 
like that of a companion to whom we are attached. Hence 
it is of more importance to know what class to avoid than 
what to choose. We should choose our books as we do our 
friends, for their sterling and intrinsic value, not for the ac­
cidental circumstances in their favor. For with books as 
with men, it seldom happens that their performances are 
fully equal to their pretentions, nor their capital to their 
credit.
As we should always seek the companionship of the beet 
people, so we should always seek the companionship of the 
best books. Some books should make constant companions 
and associates, others we should receive only as occasional 
acquaintances and visitors. Some we should take with us 
wherever we go; others we should leave behind forever.
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Some of gilded outsides are full of depravity, and we should 
shun them as we shun the actual vices which they represent. 
Some books we should keep in our hands and imbibe their 
contents, while the best way we could dispose of others 
would be to lay them in the fire.
You may judge a man more truly by the books and papers 
that he reads than by the company he keeps; for his associates 
are, in a measure, imposed upon him; but his reading is the 
result of choice, and the man who chooses a certain class of 
books and papers unconsciously becomes more colored in 
their views, more rooted in their opinions, and the mind be­
comes trained to their way of thinking. All the life and 
feeling of a young girl fascinated by some glowing love 
romance is colored and shaped by the page she reads. If it 
is false, weak, and foolish, she is false, weak, and foolish, 
too; but if  it is true and tender and inspiring, then something 
of its truth and tenderness and inspiration will grow into 
her soul, and will become a part of her very self. The boy 
who reads of deeds of manliness, of bravery and of noble do­
ing feels the spirit of emulation grow within him; and the 
seed is planted which will bring forth fruit of heroic en­
deavor and an exalted life.
In literature, our tastes will be discovered by what we 
give, our judgement by that which we withhold. That writer 
does most who gives his readers the most knowledge and 
takes them the least time; for that period of existence is 
alone deserving the name of life which is rationally employed. 
Those books are most profitable to read which makes the 
reader think most. Diminutive books, like diminutive men 
and women, may be of greater value than they seem to be. 
Great tomes are greatly dreaded, though it must be admitted, 
that most great minds have been very devout and ardent 
readers. There is scarcely anything that is not to be found in 
books, but it does not follow that we shall find everything in 
them unless we handle them with great care.
D e l l a  St e w a r t .
THE LITERARY SOCIETY FOR BOYS.
In thinking over this subject, I find that there is no reason
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for the school boy to stay out of the literary society, while 
there are many reasons why he should stay in. The important 
 question, I think, is not, in what way is the literary 
society beneficial, but from what standpoint is it not bene­ficial.
In the literary society there is good entertainment for all, 
and the valuable information that one gets in history and 
in English, in rhetoric, in elocution, and in other studies 
are well worth ihe attendance. But. these are only minor 
points. In any kind of business, the experience of the lit­
erary society is needed The work is mainly of a debative 
character, and every man, from the most humble farmer to 
the most, influential lawyer, needs to posess debative qual­ities.
Most men are members of the numerous organizations 
that are scattered over the country. Organizations are play­
ing a great part in the affairs of the world. Take, for in­
stance, the labor unions, the various industrial and com­
mercial associations, the professional, educational, and re­
ligious associations, and the different secret lodges. Will 
the ones that took the most interest in the literary society 
take the lead in these organizations, or will they be led by the non-experienced men t
Every voter, even every citizen, should take an interest in 
public affairs. Every man should be able to debate his 
point. The literary society can well prepare one for this im­
portant duty, which will soon devolve upon the ones that 
are now boys and young men in school. Why should m e  
not prepare himself for this duty in the literary society ?
Besides aiding the average man, the literary society is a 
special benefit to the ones that will become professional 
men. It is absolutely necessary to the ones preparing for 
law and the ones preparing for the ministry. Is not the same voice heard in churches, court houses, state and 
national capitals, and conventional and campaign halls, that 
was heard inside the walls of a literary society?
The literary society fills a mission that nothing else can 
fill, and this mission is necessary to the enlightenment of 
humanity. History proves it. A . C l a r e n c e  N ix o n .
Purple and White.
FLORENCE S T E V E N S O N ,.......................................Editor-In-Chief.
H. M. AYERS, Business Manager.
Editorial.
One Tuesday October 20th the doors of the Jacksonville 
Normal were thrown open to the student body, and by the 
faculty and the different societies all new students were cor­
dially welcomed. By Wednesday, we were “hurrying along 
the flowery path of knowledge,” and having now settled 
down to our, routine work, the question arises, How are we 
going to spend our time while here?
W e, are of course, going to conduct ourselves in away  
that will conduce to the greatest benefit of ourselves, our fel­
low students, and our adopted college. But how is it that we 
are going to live thus, or, in other words, how are we to get 
the most out of the nine months that we are to spend at this 
institution?The question can best be answered by observing the life 
rule of one of the world’s greatest characters, Alexander the 
Great; namely, by devoting eight hours to work ; eight 
hours to recreation, or to the different college sports and 
enterprises, and eight hours to sleep, without a sufficiency of 
which we can accomplish nothing Another one of the 
world's greatest men Bismark, has said: In every university 
there are three classes of students: the professional “grind,” 
the man that studies moderately, or rationally, and the man 
that studies not at all. The men composing the first class 
die of overwork ; the men of the second class die of dissipa­
tion ; while the men composing the middle class are the one 
that built Germany.Now, what will apply to a university will apply 
to an American normal school ; so it is incumb­
ent on each one o f us students to state which one of the
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above named classes we are going to enter. In the opinion 
of P u r p l e  an d  W h it e , it is hard to decide which is 
the more worthless, or we might say contemptable,—the 
man that studies all the time or the man that studies not at 
all. Certainly neither is ever popular in college life or in 
the business world ; because he is never heard of after he
has destroyed both his p h y sica l an mental powers by con­
tinuous, unremitting application to books. But we would 
not be understood to disparage study ; because no one appre­
ciates the indispensability of study more than we do. What 
we do disparage, however, is irrational study, study carried 
to excess, and not the rational eight hours of study.
Now, where may we find this middle class of students in
this institution ?We shall always find them punctual and regular in their 
attendance at school, diligent and thorough in their applica­
tion to their books, earnest and enthusiastic in all college 
athletics, and, as Browning said, we shall find their sleep 
“ as serene as the sleep of the virtuous.” "We shall find them 
editing our college magazines, presiding over our literary 
societies, leaders in our public debates, captains of our foot 
ball, baseball, and basketball teams, our fastest runners, ourhighest and longest jumpers, and in a word, we shall find
that they are the men that are universally popular ; the ones 
that win the ladies’ hearts—a fact that was illustrated in 
“Cherry,” Booth Tarkinton's latest novel, where two Prince­
ton men of the first and second above named classes were 
contesting for the hand of Cherry, the heroine of the book. It 
is needless to say which one won th e  suit.
But woe unto the “ grind” and to the fellow that “ cuts 
his classes and never studies ; for he is never popular, and
the only recompense that he gets for his trouble is the de­
rision and contempt of the man of the middle class.
Contribute to P u r p l e  a n d  W h it e  and enjoy the pleasure 
of seeing your first story in print. Your patronage is so­
licited.
We believe in reciprocity.
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Don’t boycott, but trade with those persons that help us, 
which is but fair play and honest duty.
Our advertisers are soliciting your trade; they are pay­
ing for th is privilege; and, if we expect to live, we must make 
them realize that they are not indulging in charity by pat­
ronizing P u r p l e  a n d  W h it e .
THE Y. M. C. A.
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After the benediction, an opportunity was given for any 
young man to join in the good work. The result of which was, 
we enrolled 29 active members and 8 associate members, a 
total of 37 members at the first meeting.
The following Sunday afternoon the Y. M. C. A. met and 
a very interesting program was presented.
“The Importance of Daily Devotional Bible Study,” was 
ably discussed.
New members were asked to join. Nine joined so that now 
we have a total of 47 members enrolled, with a promise of at 
least 8 or 10 for next Sunday.
Immediately after the Y. M. C. A. meeting a set of Bible 
classes were formed with about a dozen members.
So the good work is making rapid progress.
The object for the officers of the Y. M. C. A . for this year 
is to make of this, the most successful year in the history of 
the Association, and to do this we must have the help of 
every young man in school.
The delegates will make a report at probably the next or 
perhaps at the second meeting of their trip, to “The South­
ern Student Conference of the Y. M. C. A .” held in Waynes­
ville, N. C. All the members are requested to be present.
Y. W. C. A.
The Y. W. C. A. met Sunday afternoon, Sept, the 25th to 
hold its first meeting for the coming season with an en­
rollment of sixteen.
You may count this small, but, “where two or three are 
gathered together in my name, desiring any one thing, it 
shall be granted.”
And we can truthfully say an interest in the Y. W. C. A . 
work is being greatly built up.
Mrs. Ray gave us a very interesting history of the first 
organizations of the Y. W. C. A .’s and Y. M. C. A .’s and 
also the good work of the Y. W. C. A.
Mr. Stone, of Anniston, also gave us an interesting ad­
dress on the Christian’s living, and the model influence of 
such.
The Young Men's Christian Association is doing some very 
fine work this year. Through the efforts of our worthy pres­
ident, Mr. J. L. Johnson, and his officers, the Association 
has already become an important factor of the young men’s 
school life here this session.
The association was reorganized on Sunday afternoon, Sep­
tember 25th. A very interesting and profitable meeting was 
arranged for the occasion, and it was a grand success.
After a few songs and a very appropriate prayer by our 
president, Mr. Johnson, President Daugette made an able 
address which was highly beneficial to all.
Professor Daugette's theme was “ Christ as Our Ideal.”  
He pictured to the minds of the students very plainly the 
greatness of our Master’s character, and added the good ad­
vice for all to follow Him.
He also gave some good illustrations of the good work 
that the Y. M. C. A. does and can do. Nor did he forget to 
advise the young men of the school, that one of the best 
things they could do would be to join the Y. M. C. A.
Immediately following President Daugette's address, Mr. 
Geo. J. Stone, of Anniston, made a “ heart-to-heart” talk to 
the boys.
Mr. Jones also brought to our minds very vividly some 
reasons why all young men should be members of some 
Christian institution and meet there every Sunday afternoon 
instead of staying on the street corners. Especially did he 
urge the cause of the Y. M. C. A. and he gave some very 
good illustrations from his home town, why a Y. M. C. A. 
was beneficial to young men.
“Success Don’t Stalk Around in Shabby Garments” : Do YOU Need a  
New Suit or Extra P a n ts?  If so, see
B O Y E R
O U R  B E S T  A D V E R T I S E M E N T S  A R E  W O R N , N O T  
P R I N T E D . W H E N  I N  T H E  C IT Y  A  C A L L  
W I L L  B E  A P P R E C I A T E D .
J .  N .  B O Y E R  &  C O . ,
S E C U R IT Y  B A N K  B U I L D I N G , - A N N I S T O N , A L A .
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
I F  Y O U  A R E  S I C K  G O  T O
W I K L E ’ S
F O R
P U R E  D R U G S ,
P A I N T S ,  O I L S ,  V A R N I S H ,  H O T  D R I N K S .
N o b le  S tr e e t , A n n is to n , A la b a m a .
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE. _______________
U l l m a n  B r o t h e r s '
Department S t o r e ,
A N N I S T O N ,  A L A B A M A .
E v e r y t h i n g  t h a t ’ s  S t y l i s h  f o r  L a d i e s ,  
M i s s e s ,  G i r l s  a n d  B o y s ,
P a r t i c u l a r  A t t e n t i o n  P a i d  t o  M a i l  O r d e r s .
U llm a n  B r o t h e r s ,
D e p a r t m e n t  S t o r e , A n n i s t o n ,  A l a .
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
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A T H L E T IC S .
f o o t b a l l .
Miss Moseley—Chairman of Religious committee Miss West-Chairm an of membership committee. 
Miss Caldwell Chairman of social committee
Miss Payne was elected president for the coming season.
Also, several new names were added to our roll, making an 
enrollment of thirty-two.
On Sunday afternoon, Oct. 2nd, the Bible class was organized.
The following committees were appointed by the president.
A gridiron is somewhat inconsistent with pedagogical dignity, and 
consequently, as long as the football field resembled that culinary 
implement, the Jacksonville pedagogues uncompromisingly eschewed the 
game. But when the field took on the shape of the classic checker board, 
the local dominies concluded they could enter into the game without 
compromising their professional dignity.  As a result the students of 
the Jacksonville Normal 
las year donned the pads and shinguards for the first time in the history 
of this institution.    It is needless to say that in our initiatory games, we 
enjoyed the fate peculiar to nearly every novice, unexceptional defeat.  
But, notwithstanding our handicaps, inexperience, ignorance of the game, 
lack of coach and proper training we built up a comparatively fast team, 
and our defeats were not so ignominious as those sustained by some of 
our fellow colleges, who had enjoyed the advantages of experience.  Under 
the able supervision of Coach Holton, of Western Maryland College we 
hope this ear to build up a much stronger and more successful eleven that 
we had last year, notwithstanding the fact that only a few of last years' 
eleven have reported for duty this session.   Last year, with the exception of 
two games with the University High School of Birmingham, all of our 
games were with city teams and athletic associations.  We expect this year, 
however, to wage most of contests against neighboring high schools and 
colleges outside of the Southern Athletic Association.  Our First game will 
be with the University High School of birmingham, from whom we have 
received a challenge. 
Miss Wi l l i ams—Ch a i r ma n  o f  F i n a n c e  Co mmi t t e e  
The workers are now striving to make this one of the most prosperous years inthesoryfAca. lellie  D. W est, Sec.
STUDENTS!
---- BUY Y O U R----
Stationery and Confectioneries
- - - - - - - - -FROM- - —------LANDERS & COMPANY,
-----DEALERS IN-----------FANCY GROCERIES.We Keep Only the BEST Candies, Fruits, Groceries.
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
W . B. A R B E R Y ,
--------- S E L L S ----------
Pure Drugs and Medicines
And all Kinds of School Stationery. Paints and Stock Food.
Come and get acquainted with my Manager, Mr. Word.
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
A  R ush.
If you want a rush job when you want it, send 
it to us. We are ready for you with aF i r s t - c l a s s  P la n t ,
and you can get it when we promise it. We 
please you in quality and price. Send us your 
next order.
MAIL ORDERS RECEIVE OUR PROMPT ATTENTION.Piedmont Printing Co.,
PIEDMONT, ALA.
H. H. MONTGOMERY,
N O T A R Y  P U B L I C .  A G E N T  F O R
Prudential Life Insurance Company
------ AND-------Queen Fire Insurance Company.
OFFICE AT T REDEGAR NATIONAL BANK.
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
The Evening Star,
Anniston’s Leading Paper.
Complete Telegraphic News Service.
All the News : Home, State and General 
every day,
TEN CENTS A WEEK
IS ALL IT COSTS.
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
F I N E  R E A D Y - T O - W E A R
C L O T H I N G
that holds its shape and gives satisfaction.
C A L D W E L L  & CO.
1029 N o b l e  S t r e e t ,  A n n i s t o n , A l a .
 MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
ANNISTON, ALABAMA.
SELLS THE
D re s s ie s t  C lo th e s  fo r   
t h e  L e a s t  M o n e y .
DON’T FAIL TO CALL ON THEM.
FREE TRIP!
Round Trip Tickets to Anniston 
and Return at our Expense.
OUR SPECIAL OFFER,—Any pupil or teacher of the State 
Normal School at Jacksonville, who will before January 1st, 
order and pay for photo work at our studio to the amount 
of $2.50 or more, may deduct from the price of the work the 
amount of the railroad fare to and from Anniston. We 
make this special offer to introduce some of our new and 
handsome styles of work and to favor those to whom the 
offer applies.RUSSELL BROS.
1012 1/2 Noble Street, Anniston, Ala.
MENTION PURPLE AND WHITE.
ATTRACTIVE WINTER SUITS.
We have recently received from the great Cloth­
ing House of McIlwaine, Knight & Co., Broadway,
New York, a splendid line of winter Men’s Suits, 
made specially to our order, in the very latest 
styles. Call and see these before buying.
Special Drive in Shoes.
We are stocked up full on Shoes by several of the 
best makers—from good to the finest.
J . D. C R O W  & CO..
JA C K S O N V ILLE , ALAB AM A.
It’s Easy to Understand
The wonderful growth of our business
" CORRECT STYLES, RIGHT PRICES. 
HONEST MERCHANDISE”
caused it. Don’t be satisfied with “any old thing.”See what we show in
D ress G ood s, Skirtings, W aistin gs, R ibbons, G lo v es, 
H osiery, C orsets. U nderw ear, W raps, Skirts, 
S h o es, H ats, Shirts, U nderw ear,
and—well we’ll tell you about the others.
FINE TAILORING FOR MEN AND LADIES A SPECIALTY.
M . A . STEVENSON & CO., 
Jacksonville, Alabama.
G lo b e  C lo th in g  C o m p a n y
MENTION THE PURPLE AND W HITE .
Leaders in Styles and Low Prices.




N o  m a n  w h o  c a r e s  h o w  h e  d r e s s ­
e s  c a n  a f f o r d  m i s s  s e e i n g  o u r  F  a l l  
S u i t s .  T h e y  a r e  t h e  p e r f e c t i o n  o f
l a n d  Tailored R eady-to -w ear Clothes at
R easonable P rice s .
Agents for Hanan Shoes. Agents for Knox Hats.
THE  FAMOUS.
Jos. Saks & Co. Anniston, Ala.
MENTION THE PURPLE AND WHITE
